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so dull, so unromantic, so uninteresting. It is an
entire mistake. If the dullest person in the world
would only put down sincerely what he or she
thought about his or her life, about work and
love, religion and emotion, it would be a fasci-
nating document. My only sorrow is that the
amateurs of whom I have spoken above will not
do this ; they rather turn to external and im-
personal impressions, relate definite things, what
they see on their travels, for instance, describing
just the things which any one can see. They
tend to indulge in the melancholy labour of trans-
lation, or employ customary, familiar forms, such
as the novel or the play. If only they would write
diaries and publish them ; compose imaginary
letters ; let one inside the house of self instead of
keeping one wandering in the park! The real
interest of literature is the apprehending of other
points of view; one spends an immense time in
what is called society, in the pursuit of other
people's views; but what a very little grain results
from an intolerable deal of chaff! And all because
people are conventional and not simple-minded ;
because they will not say what they think ; indeed
they will not as a rule try to find out what they
do think, but prefer to traffic with the conventional